THE BRETHREN EVANGELIST, 


May 25,1887. 


Sear Editor:— I thought I would write a few 
lines for the Children'* Column. I love to read 
the letters the children write. I go to school. My 
teacher's name is Mr. F. M. Davis. He is my 
uncle. I have one brother and no sister; but pa 
keeps three of his grandchildren. One girl and 
two boys. Their parents are dead. Spring is here 
in her beauty. The flowers will soon be in bloom. 
Some have msde garden. A snow fell on the 18th, 
of this month. Ma belongs to the Brethren church. 
I am thirteen years old. 

Your affectionate reader, 
Lucy McMahst. 
Rochester, Ind., April 26, 1887. 

Dtar Editor :— This is my first attempt to write 
for the Children's Column. I love to read she let- 
ters. I go to school. My teacher's name is Mr 
Davis. My papa and mamma are dead. I live 
at my grandpa'B. My grandma takes the Evange- 
list. My papa and mamma belong to the Breth- 
ren church. I have two brothers. I am eleven 
years old. Yours truly, 

R08A M. W agones. 

Rochester, Ind. 

Dear .Editor:— This is my first attempt to write 
for the Children's Column. I am thirteen years 
old. I go to school every day that I can and study 
the common branches. Miss Meda Teeter is my 
teacher. I like her very much. We did not have 
school last week on account of her sickness. She 
took sick on Friday and her sister Stella is teach- 
ing this week. My pa and ma belong to the 
Brethren church also my two oldest sisters. Mr 
Mason is our pastor. He is liked by all. The. 
Brethren at Pleasant Hill cburcn organised a Sun- 
day School. I am trying to attend every Sunday 
that I can. Sue Harrison is my teacher. I like 
her for a teacher. I will bring my letter to a 
close. If I see this in print, I will write again. 
Yours truly, 

Nannie A. Cabey. 
Pleasant Hill, O., Apr. 29, 1887. 


II thW escapes the waste waatet I may write again: 
I will close for this time. Yours truly, 

Walter Elexis Cassell. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 




■ i 


Dear Editor— It has been a long time since I 
wrote for the Children's Column. Our school 
closed the 5th, of Apr. I was sorry it closed for I 
am so lonesome now. I do wish it had lasted long- 
er. I was at Sunday School at two o'clock and at 
the M. XL ehureh at three today. I like to go. They 
had protracted meeting here thia winter. The 
preacher's name is Mr. Tom Hill. He is a good 
preacher. He baptised three and sprinkled thirteen. 
My teacher gave me a nice card for learning the 
golden text. I will close by asking a question: 
Who baptized our Savior ? Please dear editor ex- 
cuse all mistakes. Good by, 

Sadie Leslee. 

Baker's Furnace, Pa 


Dear Editor :— Thia is my second attempt to 
write for the Children's Column, as I saw tny other 
letter in print, I thought I would write againl I 
go to school. My teacher's name istCora Yount, I 
like her very much. I sold fifteen copies of the 
church members hand book and deceived a nice 
book Live Coals. I will ask a question . What 
was Joseph'* occupation ? I was at the love-feast 
at Pleasant Hill. I was at Sunday School. I 
would like to attend. I will be twelve years old, 
the 24th of this month. I will close. 
Good by little readers, 

Auha Fox. 

Pleasant Hill, O. 


Dear Uncle, Joe i—l see that a good many little 
writers of the Evangelits, are joining your Band 
of Hope. I would like to be among them. I know 
that I can hold out for I hate the very thought of 
tobacco and wines. I can keep from swearing too. 
In Morrill, Kane., where I used to live, I joined 
one too. But now I don't live there and cannot 
join it. We used to wear red, white and blue 
ribbons. I now live in South Haven, Kan. Pa 
preaches here in the Brethren ihurch every two 
weeks. I do not like this country as well as where 
I used to live, but I think after while 1 shall. I 
do not go to school any now. We live in town 
now, I would rather live in the country. Pa is 
working out at Mr. Blue's now. It rained yester- 
day and some today. It made it a little brighter 
here. Well, I must leave a little room for another 
letter so I must not make my letter so long. So I 
will answer some questions : Then ask one, then 
close. James E wing's Wherein did Sampson 'b 
great strength lie? In his hair. Elmer Ellsworth's 
McDonald's, Where did Moaes die ? where was he 
buried and what was his age when he died ? He 
died on Mt. Nebo. he was buried in the land of 
Moab and he was one hundred and twenty years 
old. I will close by asking a question: Who did 
Elisha cure of leprosy and how ? 

Good by uncle Joe, 

Louis S. Bauhan. 
Apr. 17, 1887. 


tip fcn cloudu and fly aw if #hy, my dear 
child, those things are wild ducks ; and gerse. They 
come there in flocks, by the hundreds and thou- 
sands, in the fall of the year, and May till spring, 
I would love to tell you how men and boys go 
there with their guns and dogs to decoy and shoot 
them ; but I will have to leave that till some other 

time. * 

Now, if you are all ready, we will ge back to the 

house, and on our way we will gather wild flowers 
to make button-hole bouquets, and we will pluck a 
bud for each bouquet from that lovely hanging rose 
bush that almost covers the front door. Their 
language is, "You are young and beautiful." While 
the little girls make the bouquets, I will tell you a 
story. When I was a little girl I loved te bear a 
story begin with, "oneJ upon a time ;" so "once upon 
a time" there were two ladies traveling in California. 
They stopped on Sunday to change care and wait 
for the train, when one of them went into a China- 
man's wash-house to get some washing done. The 
Chinaman said, "No. lady, mo no washeen Sunday." 
The lady said, "If you wash these tew pieces for 
me, I will give you one dollar." The Chinaman 
said, "No ; your no good lady ; you no Christian. 
Good lady convert me, gave me this Bible." The 
lady said she professed religion and was a Chris- 
tian, but she thought he w«i only a Chinaman. 

Now, dear children, what do you suppose I have 
been thinking about while yon were Listening to 
this htory ? Why, I have been thinking about 
you, what an influence ^ou nave, and how I hope 
you will always use your influence for good. Never 
ask others to do anything you would not do your- 
aelf, no matter what thiy look like or where they 
came from. Treat them kindly and with respect, 
and then you will be the little gentleman or lady. 
Did you ever think of that? But* above all, ask 
God to bless you and to lead ) our little feet in the 
ways ef peace and holiness, that, when you grow 
up to lie men and women, you will be good and 
useful ; and then if we should never meet in Cal. 
again, we will all, sometime, meet in heaven. 
Your sincere friend, 

Mrs. Hannah C. Beer. 
Altamont, Col., April 29,1887. 


My First Story. 


Dear Editor :— This is my first attempt to write 
for the Children 'b Column. I am twelve years old. 
My studies are Reading, Arithmetic and Spelling. 
My teacher's name is Lizrie Paul. Our school 
commenced week ago Monday. My pa and ma 
takes the Evangelibt. There are no Sunday 
School at our church and I do not get to go to Sun. 
day School. I will close by answering Alverta 
Lichty's question : Where is the shortest verse 
in the Bible? John 11: 35. 

Moi.dk Fajdlry. 

Lanark, 111., May 3, 1887. 

Dear Editor ; — I thought I would try and write 
again for the Children's Column. I have been go- 
ing to school nearly everyday. My teacher's name 
is Miss Emma Dunn. I like her very much. She 
has been sick for three weeks. My studies are 
Arithmetic, Spelling, Grammar and Geography. I 
will be thirteen years of age, in June. 1 have 
four sisters and one brother. My pa and ma take 
the Evangelist. My pa and ma belong to the 
Brethren church. Rev. John D. McFaden is our 
pastor. He baptized two new members on Tuesday 
evening. I go to Sunday School every Sunday 
afternoon. My teacher's name is C. W, Keneing. 
We have prayer meeting every Wednesday eve- 
ning. I wish I could see more letter* from Fhila. 


Dear Children: — Master Louis S. Bauman wants 
me to tell you some stories about California. Now 
1 want you little boys and girts all to just imagine 
yourselves right here with me this morning in Cal. 
(for you must remember I live in California), and 
oh, how very much I shall enjoy your company ? 
Hurrah I here they come, from the Atlantic to the 
Pacific, all looking bright and happy. Those are 
the boys and girls for me. Now give me your 
"traps," and after you have rested a little we will 
have dinner, with California peaches and cream 
for desert. After dinner we will take a walk up to 
Brushy Peak, yon high, towering hill, or mountain, 
with green brush growing on the top. It is not 
very lar, and we will not walk fast, as the little 
folks would get tired ; and we want to tee some 
large rocks and the caves as we pass along. There 
we are at Brushy Peak ; and, now, for a climb ; 
but you must be careful, as there are some danger- 
ous places and you might fall down and get hurt. 
There, I think we are high enough now for this 
time, and we will stop on the east side and begin 
to take in the sights. Now I want you to look just 
as far as your eyes can carry. Do you tee that 
large valley down there? That is the great San 
Joaquin valley. I wish you could see it in harvest, 
when it is' all waving in beautiful wheat; then you 
could see how the harvesters in California out 
and gather in their grain. That water which you 
see is the San Joaquin river ; and those houses you 
see moving are steamboats going from Stockton to 
San Francisco. And yonder, rather to- the right, 
but near the river, is where we hold our California 
camp-meetings. I beard a little boy say, "What 
are those things down there by the river, that rise 


Pooh.— It becomes our sad duly to report tbe department of our 
late slater Poor. She *u born In Tennessee. Her maiden name 
•M Mary Brown. She wai married to Jolin Poor. Feb. 18. 1881, 
with whom she enjoyed a happy married life, being Meet with 
nine children. Fine of which are left with the sorrowing hus- 
band to mourn the loss of a kind and affectionate mother and 
wife. The deceased sister had wandered on life's pilgrimage 79 
years and 6 months, when God called her home. The funeral 
sermon was preached near West Union. Iowa, Bro. Heueel offic- 
iating. Text rrom which sermon was taken, Bev. 14 : 13. Tbe 
funeral was attended by a large number of friends and relatives. 

The late sister was highly respected by all who knew her. We 
extend our heartfelt sympathy to the bereaved husband and child- 
ren. May they so live that when their time comes to depart 
they may meet her where parting Is no more. Sister Poor was a 
member of too Brethren church and has been a faithful Christian 
for 60 years. Peace to her ashes. 

So live that where thy summon" come to Join 
The Innumerable caravan that moves. , 

To the pale realms of shade Where eseh 
Shall take his chamber In the silent balls of death, 

Thou go not like the quarry slave at night 


Scourged to his dungeon but sustained 
And soothed by an unfaltering trust. 

Approach thy grave like one who wraps 
The drapery of his couch about him 

And lies down to pleasant dreams.— Bryant. 


Wit. F. Herman. 


Hawver.— April 18, 1887, in Kingman, Kansas, Sieter Luttcia 
B. Hawver. aged 88 years, I months and 21 days. She was the 
wife of brother Ire. Hawver, by whom she was the mother of 
8 children, two of whom proceeded her to the spirit land, six were 
left to mourn a tender mother's low, the youngest only nine days 
old and was not expected to live. Deceased and her husband 
united with the Brethren church August 15, 1886, though asso- 
ciated with her so abort a time we feel that our loss Is her eternal 
gain. She died In the triumphs of a living faith. Funeral atr- 
vioes by the writer from Jno, 14 : 1, 4, to a sympathetic audience, 
who were nearly all strangers to each other, and did what they 
could to show their respect and sympathy for tbe bereaved heart- 
broken family. May God bless and comfort our .ie*r brother in 
his sore affliction. Jacob W. Bees. 

Nickerson, Ksns. 

Hioh-AI Smithneld. Fa.. April 30, 188T. Slater Lydia High 
wife of J. C. High and daughter of sister Sallle Fouch. died of 
Pneumonia, (she leaves a husband and two daughters to mourn 
her loss, which we trust Is her eternal gain. Funeral services by 
J. D. Gans assisted bv Bev. H. O. Boeboro and Rosa Ward. 

Moseb— At his home In Georges township near TJniontown, Pa, 
Hay the 3rd, 1887. Bro. Daniel Moser died of old age, he was 
horn Aug. 31, 1T82 at Hagerstown, Maryland, and at the time of 
his death had reached the good nld age a* M yean, 8 mo., and 3 
dare. He leaves 3 children, 16 grand children 36 great grand 
children to mourn his loss. His wife and one daughter (wife of 
Eld. James Qulnter) having proceeded him to the spirit bred, be 

I was highly respected by all who knew him, and lived and died a 
Christian, Funeral services by J. D. Gans. 
Mollu B. Gabs. 




